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treacle, an a mug o skyblue.   [He seats him at the corner
of the table].

RUMMY [gaily] Keep up your old art! Never say die!
SHIRLEY. I'm not an old man. I'm ony 46. I'm as good
as ever I was. The grey patch come in my hair before I
was thirty. All it wants is three pennorth o hair dye : am
I to be turned on the streets to starve for it? Holy God!
I've worked ten to twelve hours a day since I was thirteen,
and paid my way all through; and now am I to be thrown
into the gutter and my job given to a young man that can
do it no better than me because Ive black hair that goes
white at the first change?

PRICE [cheerfully] No good jawrin about it. Youre ony a
jumped-up, jerked-off, orspittle-turned-out incurable of an
ole workin man: who cares about you? Eh? Make the
thievin swine give you a meal: theyve stole many a one
from you. Get a bit o your own back. [Jenny returns
with the usual meal]. There you are, brother. Awsk a bless-
in an tuck that into you.

SHIRLEY [looking at it ravenously but not touching zY, and
crying like a child"] 1 never took anything before.

"JENNY [petting him] Come, cornel the Lord sends it to
you: he wasnt above taking bread from his friends; and
why should you be? Besides, when we find you a job you
can pay us for it if you like.

SHIRLEY [eagerly] Yes, yes: thats true.  I can pay you
back: it's only a loan.   [Shivering] Oh Lord! oh Lord!
[He turns to the table and attacks the meal ravenously].
JENNY. Well, Rummy, are you more comfortable now?
RUMMY. God bless you, lovey 1 youve fed my body and
saved my soul, havnt you ?   [Jenny, touched, kisses her].  Sit
down and rest a bit: you must be ready to drop.

JENNY.  Ive been going hard since morning.   But theres
more work than we can do.   I mustnt stop.

RUMMY. Try a prayer for just two minutes.  Youll work
all the better after.

JENNY [her eyes lighting up] Oh isnt it wonderful how a